| Iter Boreale, to the Presbyterian Party, 
| OR, - | : 


DoRor Wildes Recantation from his Keformed Study, to M* 
Calamy in Aldermanbury. 


His Page Iſend yon, ( GoodSir ) to rejoice 
That from a Grate I heard thy Newgate-7oice, 
© may all Pulpit-failers have ſuck places, 
To ſhew their Ears in Text, and ſp)ay-meuth'd Faces! 
Nor need to Steeple upon Steeple ſet; 
But ina ſtring ſooner to Heaven get ! 
I cann't behold jou take into your gil's 
- Rebellious doſes,zs men ſwallow pills ; 
Norlet you Wim again in Royal Blood, 
Whileft Loyal Souls are drowned in a flood 


Of brizy tears, which fitter deemed are 
For your Repentarce Srootchan Fever 's Chatr : 


If Peter*s charys your fury cann't reſtrain, 
Let Fudss's balter be your curbing Rein 3. 
Let all your Sermons raiſe you to ſuck Honours 3 
And may you feel worſe flames than crue! Benners 3 
May all your Brethren poor Erraticks be, 
And ( like fixt mouy the ſaered 2 ſee 
Immoveable within their glorious Spheres, 
Who raviſh ( like the tunefu!] Orbs) all ears 
With their barmonicus Defrines ; whileſt all ſtare 
At you, as Meteors banging in the Air : 
Or if you're turn'd out of your Houſe and Homeg 
To a ſafe Habitation you may come, 
Yeleep'd a Gaol,whileſt your ſhame and diſgrace | 
Riſes both from your crime, and from the place, | 
Although reproach and injury was done 
By an Eclipſe to the prelatique Sun, 
He onely by that black upon his brow 
Allur'd Spe&ators more ; but ſo don't you, 
Whoſe lowring ape, whoſe prodigious /cok , 
Clouded with majecontent, cann't Biſhop brook, 
Nor King ; but, like a Comet, does preſage 
A Monarch's Tragedy on Englands Stage. 
May every Rod you feel, .a Scorpion prove 3 
And may you be by Hells black Gaoler drove. 
Into the deep Abyſs. If you are there, 
Newgate muft needs a Hell on Eartb appear. 
Indeed the place does for your preſence call ; 
'Tis that whick makes it Newgate moſt of all. 
Thanks to the B:ſhop, and his good Lord Mayer, 
Who would not let the Church, a Houſe of Prayer, 
Be made a Denof Thieres; their Frudence knew 
What Cage was fitteſt for ſuch Birds as you, 
Who ( like the railing Thief) dare Chrift revile, 
Slay Gods Ancinted, and his Chr.rches ſpoil. 
Now Sir, were I to write your Mittimus, | 
The world ſhould know ſoon why thou'rt dealt with thus: 
'The Gaoler, like a Priſoner at the Bar, 
Should ſet thee forth,and what thy offences are 
Proclaim, and prove, That being dead in Law, 
(As if you car'd nor for that death a ftraw ) 
You walk'd, haunted your Church,thinking to ſcare 
Away the Reader and his Common-Prayer 3 
And with your Alphabet of Faces fright 
Your Auditors,worſe than a Fiend or Spright 
Rais'd from the Shades: Nor did you cnely walk, 
But (likea Puritan ) much nonlence talk. 
Dead, and yet FaTion preach ? theſe Kirk's vile Slayes 
Will preach Refellica in their very Graves. 
You ſaid the Ark, was /oft, and told a ſtory, 
That Iſrael divorc'd was $0 its Glory : 
The Ark's not ſafe with you, till Royal Blood 
Support it like the waves of Neoab's Flocd : 
you'lnot the Dove with th' Olive-branch of Peace' 
Receive, nor from your late Rebellions ceaſe, _ 
Item, you play'd the Thief,and if *t be (©, 
good. reaſon (Sir )) to Newgate you fhould go; 
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- And when you're there, none need to ſwear you are 
The greateſt Pick-pocket that e're came there. 
But your great Theft you a&ed in your Chnrch-: 
I do not mean you did your Sermon lurch z 
That's a ſmall crime with you ; but you did pray 
And preach, that you might ſteal the hearts away 
Of Loy: Subjefts, Viper-like, and eat 
Your Mother Churches bowels : This ſtrange feat, 
This Felony deſerv'd impriſonment. 
What ? cann't you Nox-Conformiſts be content 
ke, but you muſt prate them too ? 
Days your places have do Preach, not you, 
Thirdly, 'tis prov'd, when you pray moſt devour, 
You leave the { Reverend Fathers ) Biſhops out : 
Well then may Learned Sheldons powerfull ſpell 
Conjure, and hb you ſafe in Newgate Hell ; 
For (to diſplay my thoughts) there cannot be 
Prepared for you better Company 
Than Roaring Boyes ; ſure mirth you cannot want, 
Whileſt they fo lcud do ſing, and you docaxt. 


But I'm confin'd too to as bad a place ; 
Let's then for Sympathy compare our caſe : 
For if in ſuffering we do both agree, 

Sir, I may challenge you to pity me. 

I am the older Gaol-bird ; my hard fate 
Hath kept me twenty years in Cripplegate; 
And were all I deſerve conferr'd on me, 
Thence had I carried been to th' Gallow-tree. 
My Limbs with th* Presbyterian Gout do ake, 
He my fat Body for the Kirk does take, 
Where he refides and tortures every Limb 
That wont againſt the Head rebel with him ; 
And cauſes me againſt the Chirch to prove 
So ſtiff, that I one A ticle cann't move: 


| An Enemy to Common-Prayer, hc 
| Kath from'e theſe twenty years ſuſpended me : 


And in my ſtation if he find me peinſy!!, 

I'm fare to go to the Repentance Stool. 

He binds up, looſeth, ſets up, and palls down, 
Pretends he draws the Humors from the Crown: 
But] am ſure he maketh ach adoe, | 
His Hamorrs ttouble Head and Members too. 

He hath me now in hand, and ere he goes, 

I fear for Hereticks hee*l burn my Tees, 

OI would give all ] am worth, a Fee, 

That from his 7:riſdiGion I were free. 


Now, Sir, you find our ſufferings do agree; 
The Eſhop clapt up you, the Kirk hath me. 
But oh ! the difference too is very great, 
You are allow'd to walk, and drink, and ext : 
I'want them all, andnever a peny get, 

So much the Pres yter's againſt me ſet. 


May then bad wy er worſe Women come 
To make your Priſon Hell, and bring your Doom : 
And may it be fo, till you do repent 
Of that which-cauſed your Impriſonment ; 
May, for the greater torture of your Lives, 
The tortures of your Conſcience (than your VVive's 
VVhen ſhe lies in) beworſe, and may you ſee © * 
Such bitter Satyres as now come from me. 
Il now ſubſcribe, and play the Fool no more; 
V1 keep my Parſonage e*re I'l die poor : 
And if by th" Kirk I'm ever morebeguil'd, 
Let the whole Univerſe proclaim me Wille ; 
For if I don't conform unto the Miter, 
I've made in vain my Boreale iter. 


FINIS, 
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